
i vim: 

another of the fame Nature, 

j^Ome live with we and be my deare, 

*^And we will revill all the yeare. 

In plaines and groves, on hills and dales, 

Where fragrant ayre breeds fwceieft gales* 

There (ball you have the beautious Pine# v 
The Ceder and the fpreading Vine, 

And all the woods to be a skrene> 

Leaft Phoebus kiffe my SummeriQueenc* 

The feat for your difport (hall be* 

Over fome Rive* in a Tree, 

Where filver fands, and pebbles fing, 

Eteinall ditties with the Spring. 

There (hall you fee the Nymphs at play. 

And how the Satyres fpend the day. 

The fifties gliding on the finds, 

Offring their bellies to your bands. 

The Birds with heavenly tuned throates, 

Poffc fife woods Ecchocs with fweet notes, 
Which to your fences will impart, 

A mufique to inflame the heart. 

Vpon the bare and lcafeleffe Oake» 

The Ring-Doves wooingswill provoke 
A colder blood then you pofleiTc, 

To play with me and doe no lefle. 

Jn bowers of Lawrell trimly dight, 

Wc will outweare the filent nighty 
While Flora bufjc is to fpread. 

Her richeft treafttfc on our bed. 


Poems, 

fen QloW-wormes (hall attend, 

^ 0 d all their fpaikling lights (hall fpend s 
to adorne and beautifie 
Your lodging with moft majeftie. 

Then in my armes will J inclofe, 

Lillies fairc mixture with the Rofe, 

Whofe nice perfections in Loves play. 
Shall turnc me to the higheft Key. 

Thus as wc paffe the welcome night. 

In fportfull pictures and delight, 

The nimble Farics on the grounds. 

Shall dance and fing melodious founds.' 
jfthefemayferve for tointicc. 

Your prefence to Loves Paradife, 

Then come with me and be my deare. 
And we will ftraighc begin the yearc. 


•yAke* O take thofelippesaway, 
•‘That fo fweetly were forfworne. 
And thofe eyes the breake of day 
Lights which doe miflead the morne. 

But my kifles bring againc, 

Seales of Love, though feal’d in vaine 
Hide, O hide thofe hills of Snow 
Which thy frozen bofome beares, 

On whofe top pcs the Pi nkes that grow , 
Are of thofe that Aprils weares. 

But my poorc heart firft fet free, 
?ound in thofe Icy chaines by thee* 




